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witai fi is 

Kumquat Tattoo is a different kind of 
fantasy setting inspired by the author’s night 
terrors (i.e., extremely vivid nightmares), 1980s 
heavy metal music, classic horror cinema, and 
Japanese animation. It is blood-soaked, fuel- 
drenched, fucking metal fantasy. Any sense of 
reality is purely accidental. 


vorhesian cliches 

The land of Vorhesia, the default setting 
of Kumquat Tattoo, is a harsh desert realm that 
is under near constant assault from the world’s 
two suns. Violence is a way of life in he lands 
of Vorhesia — if you want something, you must 
reach out and take it while you can. 

The following cliches are presented for 
use by PCs or NPCs in a Vorhesian campaign 
and are unique to Kumquat Tattoo: 


Vorhesian Cliches 


Engineer: Good for knowing how to refine fuel, 
drafting and reading technical diagrams, building 
and repairing machinery, blinding folks with science. 


Geologist: Good for knowing where to drill for oil, 
conducting mineral surveys, appraising gemstones 
and precious metals, reading and writing. 


Mute Blade: Good for swinging an axe in combat, 
never uttering a single word, making hockey masks 
look menacing, and not staying dead when killed. 


Overseer: Good for cracking a whip, intimidating 
underlings, firing heavy artillery in siege situations, 
following orders, and being cruel bastards. 


Politico: Good for handling matters of diplomacy, 
delivering public speeches, telling convincing lies, 
reading and comprehending Vorhesian law. . 


Son of the Saw: Good for building and repairing 
small gas engines, wielding chainsaws like swords, 
reading and writing, preaching the Law of the Saw. 


Thrall: Good for breaking big rocks into little rocks, 
fighting with simple melee weapons, driving land- 
based vehicles, and committing larcenous acts. 


death and undeaih 

Death in Vorhesia isn’t as permanent as 
it tends to be in many other fantasy settings. If 
a character either possesses a cliche indicating 
that they do not easily succumb to death or is 
killed under the light of the Vorhesian moon, 
there is a chance that their “death” will be very 
temporary. Such characters make a roll with 
two six-sided dice. The standard target number 
for this roll is eight. 

If this roll is made on behalf of a living 
character other than a Mute Blade, they rise 
instantly as one of the Hungry Dead (i.e., they 
become an NPC). Any character who is 
transformed into one of the Hungry Dead 
immediately gains said cliche with a rating of 
three (per the Vorhesian bestiary entry), and 
loses all of their other cliches. Hungry Dead 
are, of course, Undead creatures. 

Mute Blades are a special case — being 
freakish genetic anomalies with remarkable 
powers of regeneration, if the aforementioned 
roll is made on behalf of a living Mute Blade, 
their depleted cliche is immediately restored to 
its original rating and they gain the stigma of 
being undead (i.e., they smell nasty, attract 
flies, and creep out the living). 

If this roll is made on behalf of a 
character who is already undead (e.g., be they 
a Mute Blade or one of the Hungry Dead), their 
depleted cliche is immediately restored to its 
original rating, representing how difficult it is to 
keep dead things down. If this roll is failed, the 
character in question succumbs to a very final, 
permanent, death. 


AWESOME aciicTs 

As the cover mentions, Kumquat Tattoo 
is a game of fucking metal fantasy. To this 
end, the GM rewards players one to three extra 
dice to roll when they describe and attempt to 
perform an exceptionally awesome action. 

The exact number of dice awarded for 
such actions is entirely up to the GM, but 


should take into account the reaction of other 
players at the table to the proposed action. 
Aim for bad-assitude. 


igial BS aciicns 

A total bullshit action is one that, under 
normal circumstances, would be impossible 
insotar as Vorhesian physics are concerned 
(e.g., walking across a battlefield atop flying 
arrows, parrying a bullet, etc). 

Once per game session, a PC may 
attempt one total bullshit action. This action 
has a target number of 15 (nobody said it 
would be easy) and, if the roll for this action 
succeeds, the impossible happens. 


about anihropomancy 

True magic is a rare thing in the land of 
Vorhesia, though it does exist — and like most 
everything else in Vorhesia, it is steeped in 
crimson gore. In Vorhesia, true magic takes the 
form of Anthropomancy, per the cliche: 


Anthropomancer: Good for being a sociopath 
and deriving power from bloodshed and pain. 


Rules for anthropomancy are presented 
here, as they're strictly an optional facet of 
Kumquat Tattoo (that said, characters with the 
Anthropomancer cliche make great villains for 
reasons that will become obvious). 

Anthropomancy is a ritual magic that 
requires both the spilling of blood and the 
harnessing of pain to be effective. All spell 
casting attempts are opposed by the fabric of 
creation, thus why such extreme measures are 
necessary to see them through. 

The more pronounced the effect of a 
spell is, the harder it will be to cast. That said, 
the more pain that an anthropomancer inflicts 
upon their foci (i.e., their victims) or the more 
blood that they spill, the easier it is for them to 
push past the resistance that creation offers to 
their casting attempts. 


Spell Effect Target Number 


Inconsequential 5 
Minor 10 
Moderate 15 
Major 25 
World-Shaping 35 


Blood Spilled ™N Modifier 


] Pint or Less -3 
2 to 4 Pints -5 
5 to 7 Pints -8 
8 to 10 Points -10 
11 Pints or More -15 


Pain Inflicted ™N Modifier 





Minor Irritation/s 0 
Minor Wound/s -2 
Moderate Wound/s -3 
Severe Wound/s -4 


With regard to the magnitude of spell 
effects, an Inconsequential spell is one that has 
very little impact on the campaign world (e.g., 
generating a floating globe of light), a Minor 
spell has only a small impact on the campaign 
world (e.g., healing the wounds of a PC), a 
Moderate spell has a somewhat significant 
effect on the campaign world (e.g., a magical 
ward that protects a small shrine), a Major 
spell significantly effects the campaign world 
(e.g., a spell that creates or summons a new 
type of creature in Vorhesia), and, finally, a 
World-Shaping spell is one that... uh... 
alters the entire world in some way. 

Bloodshed is self-explanatory, though 
pain requires a bit more explanation. A Minor 
Irritation is justthat —a slap across the face, for 
example. A Minor Wound is one that elicits a 


pain response, but doesn’t much hinder the 
victim’s movement or normal functioning. A 
Moderate Wound is one that elicits a pain 
response, but that also hinders a victim’s ability 
to function normally. A Severe Wound is one 
that causes an overwhelming pain response 
and, that most likely will leave the victim 
crippled for life in some respect. 

Note that the target number modifiers 
are not cumulative — an Anthropomancer may 
not drain two pints of blood from a focus (or 
foci) for a -5 modifier and then drain two more 
pints of blood from the same focus/foci for an 
additional -5 modifier. The same goes for pain 
moditiers. The target number modifier gained 
is determined by the final state of the focus/foci 
prior to casting a given spell (and, yes, in case 
you are wondering, an Anthropomancer may 
use themself as a focus if they so wish). 

If the target number of casting a given 
spell is reduced to zero or less by the casting 
Anthropomancer (or Anthropomancers), a spell 
is automatically cast (no dice roll necessary). In 
the case of resisted injury-causing spells, this 
does not mean that such a spell automatically 
kills an opponent (the specitic lethality of such 
spells is still determined by way of the standard 
rules for conflict resolution). 

As you can see, Anthropomancy allows 
a character to do some amazing things, though 
such power comes at the cost of humanity. The 
good news (well, for the Anthropomancers, 
anyhow) is that practitioners of this black art 
can team up (per the standard rules) to get 
things done. This, of course, means that the 
inhumanities get spread out, rather than falling 
on the shoulders of a single individual. 
ihe land of vorhesia 

Ruled by the nobles of House Warden, 
the land of the two suns is a brutal realm where 
life is not a right, but a privilege. In Vorhesia 
walled city states refine fuel for the rich, while 
the poor struggle to survive in small enclaves 
scattered throughout the desert. This is a world 


of undead hoards, mutant bikers, chainsaw- 
wielding priests, and gruesome magic. This is 
the world of Kumquat Tattoo! 


Under the Suns 


The land of Vorhesia labors under the 
light of two suns for thirty-six hours every day, 
with temperatures generally hovering around 
133 degrees Fahrenheit during this period of 
time. Average annual rainfall is less than ten 
inches. The sun cycles of the Vorhesian day are 
long and hard, though comparatively tame 
where the nights are concerned. 


Under the Moon 


Vorhesia has one moon and it hangs 
alone in the sky for five short hours at the end 
of every day as the twin suns sink below the 
horizon. Under the light of the moon, chaos 
creeps forth from the shadows of night — the 
dead arise to feast upon the flesh of the living 
while the Children of Jupiter mount raids upon 
the city states and plunder those settlements 
that leave their perimeters unguarded. 


Society in the City States 


Ostensibly the top of the social ladder 
in Vorhesia’s city states is embodied by the 
Mayor, but this official is merely a puppet 
whose strings are pulled by the politicians of 
House Warden who reside within the Iron 
Towers. The undisputed lords of Vorhesia, the 
mysterious nobles of House Warden use a strict 
regimen of fear to keep the lower classes in 
line and fuel production on schedule. 

Just one rung down from the nobles of 
House Warden on the social ladder are the 
engineers and geologists, those keepers of the 
secret knowledge that makes life in Vorhesia 
possible. These folks command a degree of 
respect from the usually self-absorbed nobles, 
for without them, the thralls would not know 
where to drill and the many machines of the 
city states would fall into disrepair. 


One rung up from the bottom of the 
social ladder loom the sadistic overseers who 
ensure that the thralls of the city states do as 
they are told. In the eyes of Vorhesia’s upper 
classes, overseers are seen as little better than 
the thralls that they drive, though they are 
acknowledged as a necessity. 

Under the overseers, you have thralls 
and Mute Blades composing the lowest rung of 
the social ladder in Vorhesian city states. These 
individuals compose the primary labor force 
and militia of a given city state. Though they 
outnumber their social superiors ten to one, 
they serve loyally in exchange for shelter from 
the horrors of the surrounding desert. 

Finally, you have the heretics, those 
denied an official social status in the city states. 
Nomads, rogue refiners, religious fanatics, and 
other individuals who do not work to contribute 
to the city states are viewed as worthless — they 
have no rights within the walls of the city states, 
thus they must tread carefully therein. 


Society in the Settlements 


There is no single established social 
hierarchy within the many scattered settlements 
of Vorhesia — some employ a feudal system, 
while others are budding theocracies under the 
purview of the Saw. For the most part, those 
who dwell within a given Vorhesian settlement 
view those who dwell within their communities 
as equals — they’re all unfortunates trying to 
survive the rigors of life (and nightfall) without 
the benefits afforded to those who live within 
the walls of the city states. 


Tech in V orhesia 


Although certain technologies flourish 
in the Vorhesian city states (notably those that 
concern refining oil into gasoline), others are 
non-existent. Mechanical ingenuity is at an all- 
time high, though only minor knowledge of 
direct current electricity exists (just enough to 
keep the secret of internal combustion alive). 


Things such as alternating current electricity, 
nuclear technology, or even gunpowder are 
unheard of in Vorhesia. Technology has, very 
simply put, developed differently here. 

True magic is nearly non-existent in the 
desert realm, not because it is outlawed, but 
because the vast majority of the populace views 
it as being inferior to technology. Technology 
accomplishes without bloodshed what magic 
requires great monstrous acts to achieve. Even 
the denizens of Vorhesia have moral limitations 
when it comes to acquiring power. 


Lanae in V orhesia 


Given the number of engineers who call 
Vorhesia home, the invention of a mechanized 
timepiece was inevitable. Dubbed “taktwerks”, 
these machines stand encased in limestone 
obelisks throughout the many city states. It is 
the taktwerks that allow the city states to 
operate efficiently, accurately measuring time 
as it passes. Taktwerks are the heart and soul 
of industry in Vorhesia. 

A taktwerk measures time in Ticks, so 
named for the sound that the device makes as 
its indicators move in a circular motion across 
the surface of the primary display. There are 
exactly sixty ticks in one Rotation of these 
indicators, and forty-one rotations in the space 
of a Shift (i.e., one work day). Similarly, there 
are approximately four-hundred and ten shifts 
in the space of a Season, and four seasons in 
the space of an Annum. 


Economy in Vorhesia 

Nearly all of Vorhesia’s wealth resides 
in the hands of House Warden’s nobles. There 
are rogue refining outfits, though collectively 
they have tapped less than one percent of 
Vorhesia’s oil — the nobles of House Warden 
control the rest and, with it, the power that such 
mineral wealth brings. 

The official currency of the Vorhesian 
city states is the voucher, a printed paper note 


that is redeemable for goods and services. By 
law, only members of House Warden may deal 
in currencies other than the voucher within the 
walls of a city state. 

Vital as they are to the city’s continued 
existence, both engineers and geologists live 
quite well in Vorhesia, while overseers are paid 
just enough to scrape by (that said, most of 
them don’t care — they work specifically for the 
thrill of torturing others). Thralls, of course, are 
paid a pittance — though the safety of being 
allowed to live within the walls of a city state is 
often deemed wealth enough. 

Those individuals who live in settlements 
have no wealth to speak of — they scavenge the 
desert for anything of potential value, guarding 
such finds closely. Outside of the city states, 
there is no unified currency — barter is the sole 
form of economic interaction. 


Religion in V orhesia 


Within the walls of the city states, where 
technology and science drive the economy, 
religion has little place. The common citizen of 
the city state has no interest in religious icons, 
although it is rumored that the nobles of House 
Warden are devoted to the worship of a foul, 
ancient, god-thing that resembles a giant three- 
headed toad. 

Outside of the city states, there is only 
one religion to speak of — that of the Saw. The 
Sons of the Saw preach a philosophy of 
courage, strength, and crimson gore that is 
epitomized by their god Stihl. The Sons are 
dedicated to empowering the denizens of 
Vorhesia’s desert settlements, helping to defend 
them from the dangers of the night. 

Though the Sons of the Saw are not 
denied entry to the city states, they do not have 
any rights therein as preaching dogma does 
nothing to contribute to the refining process 
and, thus, does not enrich the nobles of House 
Warden. The reception that the Sons receive in 
the desert enclaves is considerably warmer, due 
to their efforts to defend them. 


Clothing in V orhesia 


Sitting comfortably in their tower, high 
above the ore pits far below, the nobles of 
House Warden arraign themselves in velvet 
robes, tunics of white silk, and cotton breeches. 
When they must depart their tower, they dress 
as normal citizens, lest they be identified and 
attacked by a disgruntled underling or crazed 
thrall. They are not well-liked. 

The city state’s middle and 
classes, on the other hand, dress for work. All, 
save the thralls, wear leather breaches, canvas 
tunics, thick boots, and goggles to protect 
themselves from the many dangers of the ore 
pits. To distinguish between the members of the 
middle and lower class citizens working in the 
ore pits, emblems denoting their station have 
been emblazoned upon their tunics in bright 
yellow dye (e.g., engineers have a saffron cog 
emblazoned on their tunics). 

Finally, thralls are each issued a pair of 
leather breeches, a grey cotton tunic, and a 
pair of boots upon their arrival in the slave 
pens of the city, while Mute Blades wear only a 
pair of leather breeches (leaving the corded 
muscles of their upper body exposed aids their 
intimidation efforts). 


lower 


Unndercities of Jupiter 


Beneath the shifting desert sands and 
under the rugged foothills of the surrounding 
mountains lie massive concrete caverns. Here 
in the absence of light, the Children of Jupiter 
fornicate, inbreeding amongst themselves and, 
when the moon hangs in the sky, they emerge 
to hunt the citizens of Vorhesia. 

These “undercities” are said to harbor 
great wealth and ancient technologies, things 
that Jupiter’s offspring are too ignorant to care 
for. Jupiter and his children care only for a life 
of hedonism and violence; intellectual pursuits 
are beyond their grasp. This being the case, 
these caverns are guarded well — these are the 
realms of King Jupiter and his kin. 


The Edge of the W orld 


Across the desert and beyond the high 
mountains that ring it, Vorhesia has boundaries 
where the world simply disappears into a thick 
shrouded mist that smells of ether and devours 
forever all those who enter its confines. What 
becomes of such individuals is unknown. They 
are presumed to be dead by most, though tales 
swirl in the taverns of Vorhesia that a new land 
of promise lies beyond the mist. 


secreis of vaerhesia 

If you aren’t the GM stop reading this 
document right now! The following section is 
full of things that are more fun to experience it 
you don’t know about them beforehand. These 
are the secrets of Vorhesia. 


The Truth About the Gods 


The gods of Vorhesia are real, beings of 
great power and terrible, inhuman, fury. They 
number three — King Jupiter, Stihl, and He Who 
Shall Not Be Named. These primal beings are 
the master of all they behold, though they owe 
their existence to the common man (though the 
common man does not know this), for they are 
but faith given form physical form. 

King Jupiter is the protector of his feral 
children, the inbred, deformed, lords of the 
hunt who live their days beneath the desert 
sands and ride through the night upon roaring 
steeds of steel, raiding the many settlements of 
Vorhesia for food and fuel. Jupiter is the lust, 
wrath, and vigor of his children, appearing as 
a twisted humanoid, hairless, humanoid who is 
covered with scar tissue and whose dead, pale, 
eyes know only darkness. 

Stihl is a... thing. Resembling a large 
worm that propels himself through the earth, 
Stihl’s horrible maw is lined, not with teeth, but 
with dozens of chainsaw bars, upon which 
hand rapidly rotating chains. The scent of oil 
and gas fill the air when Stihl draws near, and 
when he departs, bodies litter the ground. His 


hunger for the blood of the unfaithful cannot 
be sated. Stihl is the strength and hatred of his 
faithful followers, their crusade to convert the 
unwashed masses given physical form. 

He Who Shall Not Be Named is that 
being to whom the nobles of House Warden 
pay homage. He lives beneath the floor of the 
desert, mingling with the murky reservoirs of 
crude oil. Indeed, He is oil and the bargain 
that the nobles of House Warden have struck 
with him is that they will free Him, distilling His 
essence, in exchange for salvation. Salvation 
from what? The answer to that question has 
been lost to the winds of time, yet the pact must 
be honored, lest He take vengeance upon the 
people of Vorhesia. 

He is the primal fear, withering hope, 
and untamed greed of House Warden. And 
like Stihl, He is more concerned with himself 
than with His worshipers, though unlike Stihl, 
He is a cunning, intelligent, being — and He 
permeates the whole of Vorhesia, from its 
hidden reservoirs that hold His essence, to the 
many saws, cycles, and other machinery that 
He powers. He is the All God. 


The Truth About the Dead 


Like the gods, the Hungry Dead of the 
desert lands are a manifestation of mankind’s 
collective fear of the future, they are the ghosts 
of the past come back to haunt the present. 
When the dreaming wake and the moon drops 
from the sky, so too do dreams dissipate, and 
with them the fear of the future is pushed into 
the corners of the working man’s mind. 


The Teuth About the W orld 


The world as we know it has been dead 
for untold aeons, having finally succumbed to 
entropic decay. Those bits of it that did not 
disappear completely were flung like shards of 
broken glass across creation. Vorhesia is one 
such shard, a slender splinter of what was once 
a whole world. Vorhesia is not alone. 


ihe vorhesian besiiary 
What follows is a short list of common 
cliches for common foes that you, as the GM, 


can throw at the player characters over the 
course of a Kumquat Tattoo campaign. 


More Vorhesian Cliches 


Child of Jupiter: Good for riding and repairing 
their motorcycles, only coming out at night, raiding 
Vorhesian settlements, and inbreeding. 


Hungry Dead: Good for shambling, traveling in 
packs, eating the flesh of the living, and rising from 
the dead to stalk the night. 


Vultures: Good for hovering over living creatures 
near death, picking the flesh from the bones of the 
dead, picking the flesh from the bones of the not 
quite dead yet and helping them make the transition. 


Yes, it's a short bestiary but, arguably, 
it doesn't need to be much longer given the 
incredibly hostile nature of Vorhesia. Feel free 
to add to it if you so choose. 


COnVErsiOn it 622¢ 

To use this document with the recently 
released EZ20 system doesn't require much 
work, given that the default system used for the 
Kumquat Tattoo setting and the EZ20 system 
have much in common. The following simple 
guidelines should have you covered. 


Converting Cliches to Teaits 


All of the Kumquat Tattoo cliches herein 
become broad traits in the EZ20 system, while 
individual things that a cliche is good for may 
be taken as narrow traits that a character with 
that cliche may specialize in. 


KZ A\nthropomancy 


Inthe EZ20 system, anthropomancy can 
only be undertaken by a character who has the 
broad trait Anthropomancer. Individual effects 


can be further represented by narrow traits 
(e.g., Divination). In EZ20 spilling blood and 
causing pain will adjust the target DC of a 
given spell casting attempt up or down in the 
recommended increments of five. Should a DC 
be reduced to less than zero in this manner, it 
must still be rolled for as an action, though it 
will only fail on a roll of natural one. 


apology it § jdm ress 

| love your free game system, for it rocks 
the Casbah. | know that many a bright-eyed 
youth loves it too. For this reason, | took great 
pains not to mention it by name here, lest some 
mistaken parent think that you condone the 
overt levels of violence and perversion present 
in Kumquat Tattoo. 

| humbly apologize for this document 
and for the lack of specific citation regarding 
your work, though | think we can all agree that 
it will be better that way (i.e., if some angst- 
ridden teen offs a classmate with a chainsaw, 
I'll be the only one getting sued). 





